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A SCENE AT TAICHOWFU, A BEAUTY-SPOT IN CHINA. 
(Photograph sent by Fr. Fraser.) 
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Delegate, Cardinal Falconio. 


HE Catholic Foreign Mission Seminary of America is located on a sightly hill over- 
looking the Hudson River, about thirty miles north of New York City. The place is 
called, in honor of the Blessed Virgin, Maryknoll. 
The Seminary is under the direction of secular priests who have been organized as the 
Catholic Foreign Mission Society of America. Their object is to train priests for missions 
to the heathen and to help arouse the Catholics of our country to a clearer appreciation of 
their duty towards this particular need. The Seminary has at present a faculty of aght 
priests, twenty students of Philosophy and Theology, and ten auxiliary brothers. 
The movement was set on foot by Cardinal Gibbons, of Baltimore, and the then Apostolic 
It was approved by the Council of Archbishops at Wash- 
ington, April 27, 1911, and authorized by Pope Pius X. at Rome, on the Feast of the 
Apostles SS. Peter and Paul, June 20, of the same year. 
On July 15, 1915, the young Society received from Rome the Decree of Praise and was 
placed directly under the Sacred Congregation of Propaganda. i i 
York State and is under the spiritual jurisdiction of His Eminence John Cardinal Farley, 
who is Honorary President of the Corporation. 
Catholic Foreign Mission Society of America, Inc. 
In September, 1916, it opened at Clark’s Green, Pa., in the diocese of Scranton, a 
preparatory house of studies with the corporate title of the Vénard Apostolic School. 
Here thirty youths are following high school and college courses under the direction of 
four professors, three of whom are priests. 


It is incorporated in New 


The corporate name of the Society is— 























ACADEMY OF NOTRE DAME, 
I 


-OWELL MASS.—For Residentand Day Pupils. 
Conducted by the Sisters of Notre Dame (Namur). 
Founded in 1852. The Academic Department offers 


two Courses—the General and College Preparatory 
For further particulars address SISTER SUPERIOR. 








T] RINITY COLLEGE, WASHING- 


TON, D. C.— A Catholic Institution for the 
Higher Education of Women. Conducted by the 
Sisters of Notre Dame of Namur. 

For Particulars address THE SECRETARY 


Santa Clara College and Academy 
for Young Women and School 
of Art, Music, and Expression 
Conducted by the Sisters of the Order of 
St. Dominic 
Address, The Secretary, Santa Clara College, 
Sinsinawa, Wisconsin. 


For Spiritual Reading 
The Inner Life of the Soul 
BY S. L. EMERY. 


Price - - - - - - + $1.50 
The writer has left to Maryknoll 
the royalty on this valuable book. 

















HE BOSTON ACADEMY OF 
NOTRE DAME—Affiliated with The Catholic 
University of America and with Trinity College, 
Washington. 
A Select Day School for Young Girls. Conducted 
Sisters of Notre Dame of Namur. Primary, 
iate and Academic Departments. 
Address: THE SISTER SUPERIOR, Notre Dame, 
THE FENWAY BOSTON, Mass. 










MOUNT SAINT MARY’S COLLEGE 
AND ECCLESIASTICAL SEMINARY 


EMMITSBURG, MARYLAND 
Founded 1808 


Conducted by secular Clergymen, aided by Lay 
Professors. Classical, Scientific, Preparatory and 
Commercial Courses. Separate Department for 
Young Boys. For Catalogue address : 


Rt. Rev. Monsignor B. J. BRADLEY, LL.D.. Pres 


ST. JOHN’S PREPARATORY COL- 


LEGE, DANVERS, MASS.—For Boarding and 
Day Students. Conducted by the Xaverian Brothers, 
with the approval of the Most Rev. Archbishop. Aca- 
demic, Commercial, and Preparatory Courses 





BROTHER DIRECTOR. Danvers, Mass 

















MA RYC LIF Affiliated to the Catholic 
University of America 

A Select College-Preparatory Boarding and Day 
School for Girls. Under the patronage of His 
Eminence, Cardinal O’Connell. Ideal location. 
Half hour from Boston. Private Rooms. French, 
Italian, German, Spanish. For terms address : 
Mother Superior, “MARYCLIFF,” Arlington 








Heights, Mass. 


1809 SAINT JOSEPH’S 1917 
EMMITSBURG MARYLAND 
Conducted by the Sisters of Charity 
of Saint Vincent de Paul. 
College. Incorporated under the Laws of the State 
of Maryland with power to confer degrees. 

College and Academy. Registered by the University 
of the State of New York and the State Board of 
Education of Pennsylvania and Louisiana. Course 
in Pedagogy registered by the State Board of Edu- 
cation, Annapolis, Maryland. 

Academy. A Standard High School (full college 
preparatory grade). Grammar and Primary Depart- 





ment. Free Catalogue. 


M7: SAINT JOSEPH ACADEMY 


BRIGHTON, MASS.—Boarding and Day Schoo) 
for Young Ladies. 
Courses offered include preparation for College, 
Normal School, and Commercial Pursuits. For fur- 
ther particulars apply to SISTER SUPERIOR. 














THE ACADEMY OF NOTRE DAME, 
RoxsBury, MASS.—Conducted by Sisters of 
Notre Dame of Namur. A Select Boarding School 
for Girls. Primary, Intermediate, and Academic 
Departments. Special facilities for the study of 
Music and Art. 
Aims:—Physical Health; Solid Knowledge; Cultured 
Manners ; Thorough Moral and Religious Training. 
Address: THE SISTER SUPERIOR. 
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THE FIELD AFAR 


Founded in 1907. Published on the 
fifteenth day of each month¢by the 


Catholic Foreign Mission Society of America, Inc. 








TERMS FOR SUBSCRIPTION 
One Associate Subscription (entitling the 
Subscriber to privileges of Member- 
ship in the Society)— 
to any address, home or 


BRM hae. <a siece sass $1.00 a year. 
Ten Subscriptions to one 

QUIERES. Sasa se setacs soo" 
Fifty Subscriptions to one 

ET Ne RCT 40:00“ “ 





MEMBERSHIP IN THE SOCIETY 
Yearly Associate, for the living or the 
dead (if THe Frerp Arar is not 
UONIT OOO cisc noes ois sia niece Fifty cents. 
Perpetual Associate, for the living, to 
continue after death...Fifty dollars. 
Perpetual Memorial Associate, for the 
GRA) wisi since is «eure Fifty dollars. 
(A Perpetual Membership offering in- 
cludes a continuous subscription to THE 
Fietp AFar.) 





SPIRITUAL BENEFITS FOR MEMBERS 


From Maryknoll and The Vénard— 

Five hundred Masses a year; 

A share in the daily prayers, Com- 
munions, sacrifices, and labors of all 
engaged in this work; 

Communions and rosaries every Friday 
from our two communities. 

From Benefactors here and abroad— | 

Several thousand Communions offered 
monthly and as many rosaries of- 
fered each week for all members of 
the Society. 

From Missioners in the Field— 

Three hundred Masses yearly ; 

Frequent Communions and prayers of 
faithful converts. 


OFFICES OF THE SOCIETY 
MARYKNOLL - - OSSINING P. 0., N. Y. 


Tue Frevp Arar is the official organ of 
the Catholic Foreign Mission Seminary. 

Checks and other payments may be 
forwarded to the Very Rev. James A. 
Walsh. Advertising rates will be sent 
upon application. 





The Superior of Maryknoll 
plans to leave early in Sep- 
tember for Eastern Asia, via 
San Francisco. He asks an 
occasional remembrancefrom 
prayerful readers, and he 
hopes to keep The Field Afar 
in touch with his move- 
ments. 


HE FIELD AFAR Campaign 
of the winter and spring of 
1917 was a record-breaker and 
brought our subscription list to 
the respectable number of 36,000. 
Since then we have been weed- 
ing—a very necessary but dis- 
tasteful work, especially when we 
know that the weeds were once, 
and perhaps are yet, good friends. 
- of 


ENEROUSLY responsive to a 

call for 10,000 American phy- 
sicians, some scores of our citizens 
have gone forth to Red Cross 
service on the battlefields of 
Europe. The nobility of their 
purpose, and the sacrifices in- 
volved, have won for these medi- 
cal volunteers the title of “ he- 
roes.” And rightly so, for they 
are giving their all to the service 
of Humanity, and “greater love 
hath no man.” 





Maryknoll will before long send 
forth to the Far East its first band 
of missioners, prepared to give 
their all to the service of Divinity 
and Humanity—and “greater 
love hath no man.” 


In the eyes of the world, the 
soldier of the Red Cross is a hero, 
the soldier of the Cross of Christ 
a fool. Here are other contrasts: 

One leaves home and loved ones 
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for a time, hoping soon to return; 
the other gives them up for life, 
expecting no recall. 

A departure that may well be 
a stepping stone to skill, success, 
and fame for one, means for the 
other the giving up of every 
chance of attaining “rank” at 
home. 

One is inspired by the sympa- 
thetic co-operation of brothers, 
and cared for by the richest coun- 
try in the world; the other stands 
alone in indifferent or hostile 
crowds, and gets along as best he 
can with the mites of the poor. 

The one hopes to be soon living 
again among those whom he loves 
naturally; the other carries about 
a great, unuttered longing to lay 
down his life for those whom he 
loves supernaturally. 

One is devoting himself to the 
physical needs of men, that they 


_ may be happier for a while; the 


other is spending his life for their 
spiritual wants, that they may be 
happy eternally. 





In the eyes of the world, the 
Red Cross soldier is a hero; but 
the preaching of Christ Crucified 
is still, as in the days of St. Paul, 
‘‘unto the gentiles, foolishness.” 
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ARYKNOLL is well content 

to keep out of the sensa- 

tional columns of the public press 

but occasionally a lime light falls 
on our quiet hills. 

Our legal trouble with one 
Rockefeller (John D.) carried 
the name of the Catholic Foreign 
Mission Society across the conti- 
nent and even over seas. Lately 
a thrill came from the New York 
“ Woild,” in which Maryknoll and 
a professional pugilist were made 
to join hands. Maryknoll seemed 
to be the mother of prize-fighters, 
and the head of Maryknoll, who 
had never heard of the pugilist 
in question, was alluded to as his 
very warm friend. 

Perhaps we shall have some- 
thing more to tell our readers on 
this point a little later, and then 
again perhaps we shall not; but 
in the meantime our friends will 
not think less of us even if, like 
the Master, we “receive publi- 
cans” occasionally. 


sy * 
We have been reading the An- 
nual Report of the Associa- 
tion of the Holy Childhood, of 
which Fr. Knaebel of Pittsburgh 
has the Central Direction for the 
United States. 

We have watched this noble 
work for many years. In fact, we 
trace to it our first knowledge of 
foreign missions, when in early 
life we gathered from each of 
twelve friends a penny a month 
to “ buy Chinese babies.” 

Several priests have told us that 
they owed their vocations to the 
influence of similiar efforts made 
as children by themselves. 

Itwas with much interest, there- 
fore, that in later life we visited 
the General Headquarters of the 
Holy Childhood at Paris, and it 
has been a genuine pleasure to 
note in recent years a stronger 
development of the work in our 
own country. 


The report covers twenty-seven 
pages of fine print, giving the con- 
tributions from many dioceses 
and from the parishes co-oper- 
ating. The Grand Total is $67,- 


147.08, and the slogan for next 
year—the Diamond Jubilee Year 
of the Association, 1843-1918—is 
“At least $75,000.” 

We hope to see realized, and 
much more than realized, this 
modest ambition, but we do not 
hesitate to register our conviction 
that, considering on the one hand 
conditions in Europe, and on the 
other the number of Catholics in 
this country, their resources and 
goodwill, the yearly offering to 
such a work as the Holy Child- 
hood should be a million dollars. 

This would, we admit, be fully 
one per cent (is that much?) of 
what American Catholics give 
every year as an expression of 
their faith in Jesus Christ, but it 
would not take away from our 
home needs a single dollar without 
bringing two in return from the 
lengthened arm of the Most High 
God. 

+ * 


¥ must not be supposed that the 
few hundred thousand dollars 
gathered by the better-known Mis- 
sion-Aid societies support the 
foreign mission work of the 
Catholic Church. The two larg- 
est of these organizations accu- 
mulate together hardly two mil- 
lions of dollars a year. 

Now if, as is often stated, there 
are sixty-five thousand missioners 
(including priests, brothers, and 
nuns) engaged in the foreign 
missions this would average about 
thirty dollars a year for each,— 
less than ten cents a day. 

Chapels must be built,—and 
thousands today point their crosses 
heavenward. Schools, dispen- 
saries, hospitals, asylums, cate- 
chists, and a score of other needs, 
have been calling for money, 
which Europe and, in late years, 
America have not withheld. Money 
has gone to the missions from Re- 
ligious Orders, from charitable 
secular priests, from the families 
and friends of missioners. 

There is also, in some portions 
of the mission field, a not incon- 
siderable proportion of support 
given by the people themselves. 


His Excellency the Apostolic Dele- 
gate, Archbishop Bonzano, testi- 
fies to the generosity of the 
Chinese, among whom he worked 
as a missioner for several years, 
and asserts that his mission was 
practically sustained by them. 
This testimony can be multiplied 
by missioners here and there along 
the line. 
. * 

Some Wants: 

Towels, napkins, sheets, pillow- 
cases, blankets, and Liberty Bonds. 

+ 1. 

N grandma’s day they used 

pink pills against the ravages of 
American pies and doughnuts. 
Today we use a coarse brown 
whole-wheat bread or bran. But it 
does not go far enough. Not half 
our American ills are cured by it. 
We need brown bread plus some- 
thing far better——foreign mis- 
sions. Each has its special work, 
and together they will renovate the 
whole of Uncle Sam,—both body 
and soul. 





Some of us have been trying to 
live on the brown bread without 
the foreign missions, but the re- 
sults is only a temporary, skin- 
deep, blush of health that could 
have been affected by grandma’s 
pills. The stomachache that 
troubles us is caused indeed by our 
luxurious living on the good things 
of this earth; but it is the foreign 
mission idea, and not brown 
bread, that will rectify the evil at 
its root. 





It is the principle behind luxuri- 
ous living that the foreign mission 
idea works on. The spirit of 
sacrifice, engendered by the mere 
presence of a mission mite-box 
displayed prominently on our side- 
board, will purge the soul of its 
unhealthy longing for the tooth- 
some titbits that were renounced 
when first we ordered brown 
bread from the grocer. 





So, as we discourse on the merits 
of whole-wheat bread, let us in- 
clude a word for the foreign mis- 
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sions, for really the resemblance 
between them is strong. Brown 
bread has something big hearted 
about it, it includes the whole of 
the wheat. So also does true 
Catholicity embrace all men, of 
every race and hue. The whole 
wheat is symbolic of the world- 
wide Church, and both mark a re- 
turn to the sturdy simple life such 
as was led by the Apostles. 


Friends of Maryknoll. 


N adding machine is ‘the 


‘C\ latest” at the office of THE 


Fretp Arar. It came from a 
priest who has given up adding 
and is now subtracting. We do 
both. 


Pittsburgh continues to look 
kindly on Maryknoll. A hundred- 
dollar check towards the year’s 
support of one of our students 
gives proof of this. 


The Blessed Eucharist Me- 
morial Burse has been started 
with one thousand dollars. This 
burse is reserved for the founder, 
who proposes to gradually com- 
plete it. 


Through the Albany Director of 
the Propagation of the Faith we 
have received the year’s board and 
tuition for one of our students. 
This is one of several kindnesses 
which we owe to the diocese over 
which Bishop Cusack presides. 


Three Perpetual Memberships 
were secured recently, to be ap- 
plied to the Souls in Purgatory. 
It is good to help those who can- 
not help themselves and the char- 
ity of the faithful towards the 
souls that are in prison is beautiful 
in its unselfishness. 





A chain of real yellow gold was 
added not long ago to our “ jew- 
elry junk.” We understand that 
this chain, which came through a 
Pittsburgh priest, is worth about 
$27 but the United States Assay 
Office will tell us more exactly 
its value. The next lot will go to 
the Assayer on September first. It 





St. Dominic, make intercession for us. 








is an interesting collection of dis- 
carded vanities. 





Another Burse Completed. 


JISHOP HARKINS of Provi- 
dence, one of Maryknoll’s first 
and best friends, to whose kind- 
ness we owe the Providence Dio- 
cese Burse, also started the Burse 
in memory of his late Vicar-Gen- 
eral. The final remittance. came 
recently from the revered prelate, 
who wrote: 

Enclosed please find what will lift 
the Doran Memorial Burse into the 
list of Completed Burses of his much- 
loved Society. 

Sincerely yours in Christ, 
*kMattHew Harkins, 
Bishop of Providence. 





If some Providence reader will 
now supply us with a good like- 
ness of the late much esteemed 
Bishop Doran we will make room 
for it, or at least guard it carefully 
until we can give it the place in a 
new building to which it is en- 
titled. 





Young men who desire to enter 
Maryknoll, as candidates for the 
Seminary or for the Vénard Apos- 
tolic School (our preparatory course), 
or as Auxiliary Brothers, should 
make application now. 


A thousand dollars in these 
high-price days attracts more than 
a passing glance. We look at it 
and marvel at the generosity of 
men and at the Providence of 
God. Such a gift came to us not 
long ago through a bishop who 
himself could have made excel- 
lent use of it but who preferred 
to help us. (May God give him 
the hundred-fold soon.) 

Two other thousand-dollar en- 
velopes brought requests for an- 
nuities, and we owe both remit- 
tances to the good-will of priests. 
These annuities will return to the 
donors during. their lifetime a 
yearly interest of fifty dollars, 
sent regularly from Maryknoll. 


Field-Afar-itis. 

I have been reading Tue Fietp AFAR 
for seven years, through the kindness 
of a friend. I would rather go to bed 
without my supper than do without 
that paper. 








I assure you I should very much re- 
gret losing Tue Fittp Arar, for it is 
certainly the brightest, cheeriest visitor 
that comes to our home,—a sure cure 
for blues and selfishness. (P. E. Is- 
land, Canada.) 





Have just read every word of THE 
Fietp Arar. The only trouble with it 
is that we get to the last page too 
quickly. It’s a great little magazine, 
full of breeziness. Your editors are 
certainly not troubled with a pessimis- 
tic spirit. The F. 4.’s wouldn’t think 
of asking for anything—they just tell 
you what they need. 





Having several times lately quaffed 
from your bubbling fountain of 
cheery humor, I find that the chuckles 
thereby generated do not stop until 
they reach the heart and there teach 
one that beneath the gay mask lies hid 
the sober fact that life is still a strug- 
gle. If my mite can help to repay the 
pleasure derived from your words of 
cheer, you are welcome to it. (N. Y.) 





Enclosed find $1.50 for the renewal 
of my subscription to THe Fietp AFAR, 
without which no home is complete. 

My subscription ran out several 
months ago but you have kindly con- 
tinued supplying me with it, trusting 
to my honesty, sense of duty, or some 
other virtue to pay up. I thank you 
for the kindness and I am _ quite 
ashamed of my carelessness. In the 
future I promise I shall not put you 
t. any annoyance. 
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My Last Visit to Fr. Vénard. 


T was in August, 1911, and I 
was returning from Rome 
with the glad news that the late 
Holy Father, Pius X., had ap- 
proved the establishment of an 
American Seminary for Foreign 
Missions. In Paris at the Rue du 
Bac, where Théophane Vénard 
had prepared for his mission, I 
learned, as I had learned eight 
years before, that the martyr’s 
brother was yet alive. 

I had often written to the dear 
old Curé since my first visit, and 
had in fact managed to spend a 
few days with him in the summer 
of 1910, but I knew that he had 
sung his “Nunc Dimittis” in 
Rome the day his beloved Theo- 
phane was beatified, and that he 
had been failing in health ever 
since. 

At Airvault, the nearest rail- 
way station to Assais, the village 
over which Fr. Eusebius presided 
as pastor, I found the favorite 
parishioner waiting with his cum- 
bersome cart to drive me over the 











IN THE CURE’S GARDEN AT ASSAIS, 


FRANCE. 


plains, but the face that I longed 
to see was missing and I realized 
that my venerable friend was no 
longer strong enough to travel. 

I found him waiting for me in 
the garden and as I pushed open 
the old gate,—the solitary break in 
a high stone wall,—he rose to em- 
brace me. 

“Le dernier fois,’ he mur- 
mured,—‘‘the last time,’—but I re- 
assured him, and arm in arm we 
entered the house. 

He stopped several times in that 
short passage to describe the stiff- 
ness of his poor old rheumatic leg; 
and after the laborious ceremony 
of settling himself at his accus- 
tomed place in the living-room— 
which was also his dining-room— 
he continued the story of his ill- 
ness; but soon, as always, he was 
back to the one subject that had 
dominated his life—le Bienhereux, 
as he proudly referred to his mar- 
tyr-brother. 

I glanced around the familiar 
room occasionally and noted a few 
changes. The daguerreotypes of 
Théophane and Mélanie had been 
brought down stairs from the 
guest-room and hung above the 
mantle. One chair had been cov- 
ered with some purple calico, al- 
ready faded, in honor of the 
Curé’s elevation to the position of 
an honorary Canon, but the place 
looked poorer and less tidy than 
ever. 

The “bonne” came in to light 
the lamp, and as I introduced my- 


selfi—a necessary precaution—my . 


mind went back to her predeces- 
sor, now in a little dust quiescent 
but then ready for a talk when- 
ever the Curé’s back was turned. 
The new “ bonne,” who was really 
antique, looked at me suspiciously, 
and quickly retired to work up the 
fire with the bellows that, I had 
noticed in passing, was still do- 
ing service in the kitchen. 

This led to questions about the 
parishioners whose acquaintance I 
had previously cultivated. 

I learned that the Huctin fam- 
ily, which had already given four 
foreign missioners to the Church, 


had that day been presented with 
a new baby; that M. , whose 
wine was the talk of the depart- 
ment, had continued always kind 
and generous; that the sexton, 
whose performance on the mono- 
chord—a species of harmonium 
that saws out notes in chunks— 
had so disturbed my first high 
Mass in Assais, was away on a 
little holiday; and that Fr. Euse- 
bius was no longer a solitary Curé, 
but that, in these his declining 
years, he had accepted from the 
Bishop of Poitiers an offer of a 
vicaire,—an assistant. 

I breathed more freely when I 
learned that the vicaire was hav- 
ing a couple of days off,—an ar- 
rangement, I believe, which was 
initiated by the announcement of 
my visit. I should, of course, 
have been happy to salute the 
young priest, and perhaps I could 
have secured from him much that 
would have been useful and inter- 
esting to a friend of the Vénard 
family, but—having often met old 
pastors and young curates, and 
talked with each separately, I 
feared to be disabused about my 
venerable host, whom I had al- 
ready on former occasions gauged 
as a delightful old crank with a 
heart of pure gold tried by many 
a fire. 


An important item of news that 
Fr. Eusebius soon gave me was that 
a new bell had been placed in the 
old church in honor of the martyr, 
and the old gentleman impressively 
announced that it would be rung 
the next morning in honor of the 
visitor. 

In the course of the evening I 
learned that all arrangements had 
been made to guard the treasury 
of relics and souvenirs which had 
been to Fr. Eusebius what gold is 
to a miser. The most precious 
things were still in the presbytery, 
and we looked them over the fol- 
lowing morning; but I soon real- 
ized that it would be useless even 
to hint a desire to possess them, 
and I watched the trembling hands 
wrap each in its fold of cloth and 
lay it reverently away. 
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At noon of the next day, my last 
at Assais, the bell rang violently, 
and I was suddenly aware of its 
significance,—but nothing hap- 
pened. The village had grown 
accustomed to the signal that 
some stranger was visiting the 





IN HIS 


FR. EUSEBIUS VENARD 
STUDY AT ASSAIS. 





celebrated Curé. On this occa- 
sion, however, it served the pur- 
pose of calling to the church a 
little group of parishioners with 
the Huctin baby,—a future mis- 
sioner, doubtless, this niece (or 
was it the nephew?) of three 
priests and their sister in Eastern 
Asia. The Curé remained at home 
while the guest baptized the child 
and later visited the happy house- 
hold. 

That afternoon I said adieu to 
Fr. Eusebius Vénard—for le 
dernier fois. 

Some months later the Curé 
of St. Loup, where the Vénard 
family was reared, and where to- 
day the martyr’s relics are kept, 
sent me word of my old friend’s 
death. (The Editor.) 


To Loversof John the Baptist. 


ARYKNOLL has lost a good 

friend by the death of Rev. 

Francis X. Leclair of Man- 
chester, N. H. 

Almost from the start of the 
work Fr. Leclair opened to it 
his heart and his purse. It was 
he who requested that a burse be 
founded under the patronage of 
St. John the Baptist and he fre- 
quently expressed regret that this 
burse did not find more friends 
among our readers. 

The following letter which ar- 
rived shortly after Fr. Leclair’s 
death reveals the Shepherd of 
Christ: 

Sad circumstances have retarded 
the sending of the contents of the 
children’s mite-boxes. Our dear Pas- 
ter, Rev. Francis X. Leclair, a zealous 
friend and worker for Maryknoll and 
the Foreign Missions, died on Satur- 
day. His loss is a great one, for he 
was a devoted and kind priest, seeking 
in all things the greater glory of God. 
He followed with interest your noble 
work, and his one regret was that he 
could not do more for this grand mis- 
sion of America. 

He instilled this love and zeal into 
the little ones of his flock and had 
hoped to send you some time in the 
near future a little French missioner 
for the Vénard School. Permit us to 
ask you if anything can be done for 
this boy, who is fifteen years old, re- 
markably bright and pious, and de- 
sirous of becoming a priest. The par- 
ents cannot help him in any way. 

Twice a year we gave Fr. Leclair 
the mite-box sacrifice offerings of our 
pleasure-loving boys and girls and to 
it he always added his own generous 
mite. At his death, which occurred 
after but six days’ illness, we found 
the mite-box on his desk, where it had 
been a constant reminder to him. We 
are sending you now $18 for his and 
the children’s offering towards the 
completion of the St..John Baptist 
Burse. : 

Begging a remembrance in your 
prayers for Fr. Leclair and wishing you 
ali success in your noble undertaking, 

Sincerely in Christ, 
Tue SISTERS OF THE PRESENTATION. 





We have accepted the boy men- 
tioned in the above letter, and we 
are certain that St. John the Bap- 
tist will provide for him either di- 
rectly or by the rapid completion 
of the burse. 





AN AMERICAN MISSION- 
ARY IN ALASKA. 


(Fr. Judge, S.J.) 
Price, 50 Cents Postage Extra 








A MODERN MARTYR 
BLESSED THEOPHANE VEN- 
ARD’S LIFE AND LETTERS 


241 Pages. 15 Illustrations. 
Bound in Red Cloth 


Price, 50 Cents Postage Extra 








Stories from The Field Afar 
(160 Pages - 17 Illustrations) 
Field Afar Tales 


(170 Pages - 16 Illustrations) 
Each 50 Cents Postage Extra 








WITH CHRIST IN CHINA 


By Rev. Joseph P. McQuade, Ph.D., 
Rector of the Sacred Heart Church, 


San Francisco. 
Price - - - - - One Dollar 

















(Special reduction to the Clergy 
and Religious 
The books 


mentioned above 
may be secured 
by applying to 
The Field Afar 
or any Catholic 
Book Store. 





“Dead on the Field of Honor.” 


The Paris Seminary Annals for 
May and June published under 
the above caption photographs of 
four of its members recently 
killed in action: 

Fr. Boxberger, of West Cochin- 
China. 

Fr. Robert, a priest-student. 

M. Lonagel, (in Minor Or- 
ders.) 

M. Bouchet, a lay auxiliary. 


Membership in the Catholic For- 
eign Mission Society may be secured 
for one year by the payment of fifty 
cents. Such membership, with its 
many spiritual helps, is applicable to 
the living or the dead. As special 
certificates are prepared in each case 
it should be stated whether the per- 
son to be enrolled is living or not. 
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Back from the Front. 
H is at us again, the irrepres- 
sible invalid from Africa’s 
heart. 
With all his faults we welcome 
his attack, and may the God of 
battles spare him! (Ed.) 


“Somewhere in Africa.” 
Dear Fietp AFAR: 

German East Africa is, or rather 
used to be, a small holding of Ger- 
many in East Africa. It covers an 
acreage of over 363,270 square miles, 
—rather smaller than the average 
American cattle-ranch. 

Once upon a time, many years ago, 
—even before the Big War began,— 
the chief products of German East 
Africa were sorghum, copra, bananas, 
mountains, and natives of various 
tribes and tongues. But during the 
last two years it has produced only 


fevers, dysentery, black-water, and 
death. 

The warm—one might almost say, 
hot—expressions of mutual regard 


given by the Mother Countries for one 
another resulted in their respective 
colonies becoming more closely ac- 
quainted. Several embassies from 
German East Africa set out with pres- 
ents of guns and shells for British 
East Africa, but finding the Uganda 
Railway track in their way they blew 
up some hundred yards of line at var- 
ious points and then passed over dry- 
shod. At once troops were hurriedly 
brought in from South Africa, India, 
and England, and thousands upon thou- 
sands of natives enrolled throughout 
British East Africa for transport serv- 
ice. In a country of forest and jungle, 
ox and motor transportation is im- 
possible. 

And then we began to understand 
what war means. 

From all evil, deliver us, O Lord. 

From anger, hatred, and all ill-will, 
deliver us, O Lord. 

From plague, famine, and war, de- 
liver us, O Lord. 

Plague and famine are the imme- 
diate attendants upon the war-god, and 
sickness, sorrow, and suffering are his 
outriders. 





To house and feed a family of four is 
the ordinary everyday duty of thousands 
of fathers, but the sheltering and pro- 
visioning of four times forty thousand 
porters through uninhabited, untraveled 
unknown regions, where now the sun 





burns dry the strength of the stoutest 
marcher, now tropical storms benumb 
the toughest muscle, where mosquitoes 
bite and blister, where miles of marsh 
and swamp pump poison into the 
strongest lungs,—who does not fore- 
see what the end must quickly be? 

Bishop Biermans offered to send 
some of his priests to erect primitive 
hospitals for dying and diseased por- 
ters and to act as interpreters. I 
was the first to be sent—you may re- 
member His Lordship telling you some 
time ago that I was a freely-fed but 
unpaid honorary lieutenant. I had 
covered only twenty-five miles of the 
journey to the scene of operations 
when an‘attack of malaria kept me in 
bed for twelve days. When the doc- 
ters, who were doing their best to 
keep me from getting better, learned 
that my first hospital was to be at a 
place called “Voy” they would not 
hear of my going at all. “Voy,” it 
seemed, had a reputation as a nursery 
ground for a variety of fevers and, as 
one doctor remarked, was a place to 
be “a-voy-ed altogether.” 

So my appointment as an honorary 
free-feeder was cancelled, and my 
place taken by another Uganda man 
named Fr. Jack Wall (Waterford), 
who roughed it for twelve months but 
was eventually knocked out by a com- 
bined dose of dysentery and malaria. 
He is at present ina nursery of some 
sort in South Africa and we, his mess- 
mates, are hoping that his appetite 
won't return for another six months 
or so. 


When the white troops began pour- 
ing in priests were again asked for, 
and I was reinstated, not this time as 
an honorary lieutenant, but as a Cap- 
tain of His Majesty’s Forces, with free 
rations, a permanent free pass on train 
and transport, and the very good 
salary of five dollars a day. For the 
past eight months I was stationed at 
Dar-es-Salam (Harbor of Peace), the 
former capital of German East Africa, 
but a sudden dose of—well, we'll call 
it homesickness—raised my otherwise 
normal temperature to about two hun- 
dred and eighty-five and one-sixteenth 
degrees. 

I was kept two weeks in a hospital, 
swallowing liquid quinine and other 
poisons. Then I was rushed aboard a 
hospital-ship in company with other 
wounded, disabled, diseased heroes, 
being all the time in an agony of mind 
and body. Of course, as soon as the 
steamer got outside the harbor and 
steered for home my _ temperature 
dropped to normal, so I organized a 
smoke-talk and story-telling concert 
for the entertainment of the sick. 

On arriving at Mombasa we found 
two trains in the station. One was a 
long Red Cross train, the other an 





ordinary mail train. The more serious 
cases were put aboard the comfortable 
hospital train, but the doctor an- 
nounced that eight officers would have 
to go by the mail train as accommoda- 
tions were limited. At once my self- 
sacrificing nature moved me to volun- 
tarily give up my cosy cot to a brother 
officer. He shook my hand over and 
over again and thanked me in the most 
affectionate manner. I didn’t think it 
necessary to tell him that I had sud- 
denly seen in the hospital train two 
rows of medicine bottles containing 
strange-looking cocktails, and that 
consequently nothing would induce me 
to travel by that train. 

So, with seven others, including two 
invalided doctors who also had seen 
the two rows of bottles, I proceeded 
to the mail train, two carriages of 
which bore the notice, “ For Sick and 
Vvounded Officers.” Wondering who 
those other heroes might be, we got 
into an ordinary coach and settled 
down for a smoke. But the door was 
flung open by an excited medico who, 
noticing our tunics, asked us if we 
were the sick and wounded officers. 
We said we didn’t know, but our 
names had been wired ahead and he 
read out the list. He had us disem- 
barked and put into the special car- 
riages, so we became patients again. 





The following day we reached Nair- 


_ obi, the capital of British East Africa. 


was at once taken to a private 
nursing home. After a stay of ten 
days there my appetite increased so 
that the matron was alarmed. She 
took me to the house doctor, who 
thumped me all over and asked me 
how I felt. I felt like thumping him 
in return. He then plugged a tele- 
phone into his ears and took various 
soundings of my tender heart with its 
trumpet end. He said I was fit to take 
the next train back to Mombasa. 1 
took the train to Kisuma instead, and 
here I am among my fellow-missioners 
at Nysamba. I was thinking of giving 
them a week’s retreat, but knowing 
them as I do I cannot attempt it in my 
present weakened state. 

I am going back to German East 
Africa in three weeks. I shall prob- 
ably be quiet again for a long time, so 
make the most of this letter. Here is 
a poem, too. 

Ever yours gratefully, 
P. RocAn. 
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Chants of a Chaplain. 
(Dedicated to the African Carrier 
Corps.) 

Six peaceful years in the Mission, 
Then bang!—this infernal war! 
I was told to accept a commission 
In the African Carrier Corps. 


From cassock to puttees and tunic, 
Equipped to march many a mile, 
Like a modern Pied Piper of—Munich! 
At = head of my black rank and 

le. 


From Mission to trenches and ram- 
parts, 
Speed on, gallant Carrier Corps! 
Though we lack motor-lowries and 
tram-carts : 
Your heads bear the sinews of war. 


You know not of Cesar’s famed 
legions, 
Victors in many a war, 
But for transport in untravelled re- 
gions, 
You are “Jt,” Native Carrier Corps. 


I was proud of you all, but, by jingo, 
You were a real Whitsuntide lot, 
For each tribe had its own private 


ingo 
And “The Staff” called it “darned 
| eae 


tommyrot! 


Natives from plateaux and mountains, 
Natives from prairies and plains. 
Some tongues sweet as soft-falling 

fountains, 
Some mixed with harsh Hottentot 
strains, 


No wonder “ The Staff” sent a cable, 
“ Please send us a priest if you can, 
To sort out this African Babel 
And sift all the tribes, man by 
man!” 


I was sent—an official appointment— 
To tend you throughout the cam- 
paign, 
To ease your poor wounds with zinc 
ointment 
And moisten the lips that complain. 


But a dose of slow fever delayed me— 
I knew I was not feeling “ fit”— 
And my pale saintly face soon be- 

«trayed me 
And kept me from doing “ my bit.” 


You knew sickness only could stay me, 
But some said I wanted to quit 

As the Staff did not offer to pay me 
Beyond granting rations and kit. 


Well, a series of doctors’ inspections 
Made me hope I should shortly re- 


vive, 
But—bad luck to their quinine injec- 
tions !— 
They left me more dead than alive. 


A long time elapsed ere the color 
Returned to my seraphic face, 

And I heard, as my senses grew duller, 
That another had taken my place. 


My grief at this news was far keener 
Than any pure physical pain, 
So my friends made a four-days’ no- 


vena ‘ 
To get me a Staff job again. 


Their fastings and prayers were soon 
heeded, 
For white troops came pouring in 
fast, 
And more holy chaplains were needed 
To help them when all hope was 
past. 


They implored me again—oh, so 
meekly !— 

To don puttees and tunic once more, 

Plus five dollars a day, paid me weekly 

From now to the end of the war. 


Encore! encore! 
No, no more! 
—P. Rogan. 





SOME OF SENORA LORANDO’S 
CUBAN PROTEGEES. 


NHARMED from over the 
seas have come these mes- 
sages : 

AFRICA—Letters from Fr. P. Rogan, 
Dar-es-Salam; Fr. Witlox, Kisuma. 
CHINA—Letter and promise of 3 
Masses from Fr. Durand, Shantung. 
COREA—Letter from Fr. Ferand, Fusan. 
INDIA—Letters from Abp. Morel, Pon- 
dichery; Abp. Cardot, Burma; Fr. 
D’Souza, Mattigiri. Letter and prom- 
ise of 3 Masses from Fr. Schipper, 

Bellary. 

JAPAN—Letters from Bp. Berlioz, Sen- 
dai; Bp. Combaz, Nagasaki; Fr. 
Spenner, Yokohama. 

CENTRAL AMERICA—Letter from Fr. 
J. Rogan, Cristobal. 

PHILIPPINE ISLANDS—Letter from 
Bp. Foley, Jaro. 





“The best way for the clergy to 
work towards the development of the 
Church in America is to take a deep 
interest in foreign missions. This 
sounds paradoxical, but it is only 
Catholic sense, and it stands the test 
of experience.’—Fr. Nicholas Walter. 


CUBA. 

Protestant mission- 
aries—mostly women 
—are actively spread- 
ing their doctrines 
and dotting the island 
with schools and 
chapels. To counter- 
act this anti-Catholic 
influence and to en- 
lighten the masses of 
her people who are 
ignorant of the true 
Faith, a gentle Span- 
ish lady has_ been 
working single- 
handed, teaching cate- 
chism and preparing 
young and old for the 
Sacraments. 

Now her work has 
grown so that Mad- 
ame Lorando is in the 
United States, seeking 
helpers in her apos- 
tolic labors. She will 
welcome correspond- 
ence. Her present ad- 
dress is: Mme. E. F. 
Lorando, St. Regis 
Convent, 628 West 








INTERESTING 114th St., New York 


City. 
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CHINA. 

The frequent famines in China 
have brought about the founding 
of a School of Forestry and the 
institution of Arbor Day. 


“God has indeed blessed your 
work,” writes a missionary sister 
in China. 

Is it not wonderful that He seems 
to be bringing it to its full develop- 
ment at the very time when mis- 
sioners all over China are so terribly 
needed? For years Europe will not be 
able to fill the ranks now made vacant. 
The seminaries are almost empty and 
terrible havoc has been wrought among 
the missioners sent to the front, so 
Our Lord is preparing His fresh 
troops from Maryknoll to step into the 
breach. 

So many vicariates are quite under- 
manned. Considering their huge size 
and vast population, it is impossible to 
evangelize them. Many bishops will 
welcome a division that will allow 
them to concentrate their forces. We 
will pray much that God will direct 
the choice of the Maryknoll field to 
where souls are most neglected, to 
where the greatest good is to be done. 
It will indeed be a day of joy and 
thanksgiving when we hear that your 
first band has landed in China. (Sr. 
Xavier—Chusan. ) 


THE ISLAND POSSESSIONS. 

We received lately a photograph 
of Bishop Foley and Fr. Kil- 
lion, taken in the courtyard of the 
Episcopal palace, while the Bishop 
and his cheerful secretary were off 
guard-duty. 

Fr. Killion hails from Beans- 
ville, Mass., and is spending his 
second term of probation among 
the Filipinos. He writes: 

Though there is almost nothing I 
can do in the way of money for your 
glorious Maryknoll work I can give a 
word of encouragement and praise. 
Yesterday I was so full of Maryknoll 
thoughts that I decided to sit down 
and write you a little note about it. 
I was at the Seminary where a num- 
ber of the Mill Hill Fathers were mak- 
ing their retreat. When I heard them 
sing their wonderful Mission Hymn, 
and thought about the ardor and zeal 
with which they go about their work 
in their isolated parishes of this big 
diocese, I was filled with admiration 
for them. And then close on that 
thought came the desire that soon 
there would be in the field afar Amer- 
ican priests, trained at Maryknoll, do- 
ing their work with the same courage 
and zeal and thoroughness. 


Suggested. 


We urge upon our readers the great 
need of Communions and prayers to 
be offered for our work, which is 
pioneer in its character and as such 
liable to many trials demanding much 
Help from God. We have set aside 
Friday of each week as a day of de- 
votions to help us attain the several 
aims of our organization, to aid our 
benefactors, and to bring special 
graces upon our missioners and their 
flocks. 

We shall gladly welcome, as co- 
operators in this form of help, any of 
our readers, religious or lay. The 
nun in her cloister can thus be of 
great value to a sublime cause, which 
is hers because it is that of Christ. 


If you cannot give your own boy to 
the Apostolate of Christ why not help 
to train another’s boy? Two hun- 
dred and fifty dollars a year will do 
this at either of our schools. 


Why not think of A Maryknoll 
Annuity? The plan could not be 
simpler. Here it is: 

You give to Maryknoli (i. e., to the 
Catholic Foreign Mission Society of 
America, which is incorporated by the 
State of New York) a sum of money, 
in the hundreds or thousands as you 
decide. 

Our Society draws up a written 
agreement, accepting your money and 
binding itself legally to pay interest 
to you regularly until your death. In 
this way much trouble is avoided. 





From the Presses. 


The Paris Seminary, like the 
great Church whose strong mem- 
ber she has been these three past 
centuries, is active even under 
conditions that would suggest to 
human observation death. 

The splendid organization, at 
present badly crippled, has just 
brought out a most interesting 
publication, summarizing its origin 
and accomplishments. 

Maryknoll owes much of its in- 
spiration to the famous nursery of 
martyrs in the Rue du Bac, and 
friends of Maryknoll would, we 
are certain, welcome a translation 
into English of the volume before 
us. 

The headings of chapters sug- 
gest but faintly the attractive sub- 
divisions, but they are worth re- 
cording: 





I. Origin and Object of the Foreign 
Mission Society. 

II. Development. 

III, Nature and Organization. 

:" The Seminary at Paris. 

. The Missions: Countries, Regula- 

tions. 

Vi. The Missions: Organization— 
Churches and Residences. 

VII. The General College—Seminaries 
in the Missions. 

VIII. hg ve Priests. 

IX, The Evangelization of the Infidels. 

X The Works of Instruction. 

XI. Works of Charity. 

XII. Scientific Service. 

XIII, Services to France. 

XIV. Christian Life. The Religious 


Life. 
XV. The Life of the Missioners. 
The book has a map of the 
Society’s Missions and can be had 
in French for about fifty cents. 


Fr. Thuente’s booklet, Vent, Sancti 
Spiritus, should be helpful, not only 
to priests and religious, but to the de- 
vout among our laity. It is a timely 
meditation on the Holy Ghost and 
sells for five cents. (Printed by the 
Mission Press, S. V. D., Techny, III.) 


From Trichinopoly, in far-off India, 
comes a well-printed volume entitled 
The Madura Manual, by Rev. J. C. 
Houpert, S.J. The Madura Mission 
has been in existence three centuries 
and Fr. Houpert’s book makes inter- 
esting reading. 





The Encyclopedia Press has accom- 
plished a useful work in the publica- 
tion of its latest volume, The Sisters 
of Charity of Nazareth, Kentucky, by 
Anne Blanche McGill. This is the 
story of an American foundation and 
it will be read by many with deep 
interest. 





The Encyclopedia Press, of 23 East 
4ist Street, N. Y., has produced a 
worthy memorial of the late Andrew 
J. Shipman in the form of an inter- 
esting and attractive volume. The 
book contains, in 355 pages, a bio- 
graphical sketch of this prominent 
Catholic layman, together with many 
articles written by him on various sub- 
jects. 


Those who excuse their lack of in- 
terest in Foreign Missions on the 
ground that we have enough to do at 
home should read the Life of Thomas 
Mannix Mulry of New York City— 
written by Thomas F. Meehan and 
published by the Encyclopedia Press— 
and learn how to meet by active service 
home needs. 

May we be pardoned if we remark 
that Mr. Mulry’s admirable life will 
appeal more certainly to the man with 
a world-wide heart? 
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“Bunk.” 
By A. Menlo Parker. 


AY, for the love of 
Pete! Why this out- 
burst of altruistic 
emotions for our 
brothers the Chinks? 
Say, fellows, have a 
heart! $28.50 for 
foreign missions and_ thirteen 
strong healthy men here in need 
of nourishment? Come on, let’s 
make it an Italian dinner at 
Campi’s, at two bones a throw 

and $2.50 for the tip. What do 

you say?” t 

“Easy there, Stacy Adams, or 
you'll owe The Collegian a new 
Underwood. Just because you 
wax eloquent over one of Campi’s 
Italian Dinners you don’t have 
to wreck the ‘machine you will 
eventually buy,’” chimed in Bugs 
Banks. ‘‘ But down to brass tacks, 
fellow classmates, including you, 
Stacy Adams, ‘whose God is your 
belly.’ In a couple of weeks we 
are going forth from Saint Vin- 
cent’s, our old Alma Mater. Our 
motto is Pro Deo et pro Patria, 
for God and for country, and 
we” 

“ Nix with that line of chatter, 
Bugs,” broke in Pete McFie, from 
the other end of the table. 
“We're here to decide what the 
class of 1917 is going to do with 
its treasury surplus of $28.50. 
Cut the oratory. I’ve got to touch 
up my thesis a bit before supper 
and I haven’t time to preside over 
a bunch of young silver-tongued 
William Jennings Bryans. So 
what shall we do? Stacy wants 
to invest it at Campi’s and Bugs 
Banks, God bless his soul, wants 
to send it to the missions. What 
do you say? Come, step lively! 
What are you going to do? All 
right, Stacy, go ahead.” 

“ Fellows, this chicken-hearted 
philanthropy about the Missions 
is Bunk, Capital B-U-N-K, Bunk! 
Bugs here reads this—what-the- 
deuce-do-you-call-it—Field Afar, 
and wants to send off our pot 
of $28.50 to a bunch of Chinks 




















that ought to be peddling vegeta- 
bles around at our back doors if 
they want our good U. S. coin. 
I make a motion we do Campi’s 
some night next week. All in fa- 
vor say—” 

‘“‘ Hey there, not so fast, Stacy. 
Let’s get a chance to say a few 
words. Pete, Mr. Chairman!” 

“ All right, Mr. Banks.” 

“T’d like to ask that heathen 
Stacy Adams what he thinks we 
are. A bunch of pagans? Here 
we've been living our whole life 
in this great state of California, 
first settled by foreign mission- 
ers, yea even in a city founded 
by missioners, to say nothing of 
the fact that we have been edu- 
cated in a Catholic college. We 
who ought to be the ‘duces 
populi’—leaders of the people— 
should show a good example. So 
I move that we convert this 
$28.50 into a check in favor of 
Maryknoll. Pete, put the mo- 
tion.” 

“ All right, what will it be, fel- 
lows?” 








“ce CHINKS ” 
WHILE TO THE REAL 
CATHOLIC. 


WHO SEEM WORTH 


“ Campi’s! ” — “ Campi’s!” — 
“ Campi’s!” came the first three 
votes in a row, and Stacy, smiling 
from ear to ear, kicked Bugs in 
the shins and asked, “ Bugs, feel 
yourself slipping? ” 

“Shut up. Who laughs last 
laughs—” and the rest of his 
proverb was drowned by the vot- 
ers: “ Maryknoll! ”—* Mary- 
knoll !’—“Maryknoll !” —“Same!” 
—‘Me for the Missions !”—“Mis- 


sion” — “ Missions ” — “ Me for 
the Chinks!” “ Campi’s!” 
“ Chinks! ” 


“T say, Stacy, what will you 
have for an appetizer? Manhat- 
tan or Martini? ” 

“O, Bugs, you give me a pain. 
Bunk! Capital B-U-N-K! That’s 
what I call this Foreign Mission 
fad. It’s all right for a bunch of 
Frenchmen, Spaniards or Italians, 
but for red blooded Americans 
it is bunk—B-U-N-K.” 

“Say, you Seniors, skidoo! 
Do you realize that we have to 
get out another number of The 
Collegian this term and it’s the 
first of June?” came a voice at 
the door. “And you, Stacy, 
where’s your copy for the Ex- 
changes? You're good, sure!” 

“You poor unsophisticated 
piece of humanity, I told you I’d 
give it to you after ‘Trig’ class 


tomorrow. Well, adios, boys. I 
hope the Chinks enjoy that 
$28.50! Come on, Bugs. My 


Marmon’s just dying to reel off a 
few fast miles and your mother 
will be waiting supper for us.” 

Graduation night came. Sum- 
mer passed, and fall found James 
Banks in the Seminary and Stacy 
Adams at West Point. New 
faces, different careers, and time, 
gradually separated the insepar- 
ables. Stacy, being one of those 
sheep who straggle along on the 
edge of the fold, never could 
quite see Bugs’ point of view in 
entering the Seminary. But even 
then he might have forgiven his 
choosing such a career had it not 
been for the following note: 

“ Stacy, my dear old pal, I can 
just picture your face when you 
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read what I am going to tell you. 
I do not suppose it will entirely 
shock you; yet, it may cause you 
some surprise. I am going to be 
a missioner. I am going to try 
and prove that it is not ‘bunk’ 
for a real live red-blooded Ameri- 
can who used to be able to step a 
‘hundred in to flat’ or who is 
able to drive his Marmon 12 at 
70 miles per, to devote himself to 
God in fields afar. 

“Tm going, I hope to China, 
to do what our own Junipero 
Serra did right here in Califor- 
nia. We Americans have been 
miles behind in this work of 
evangelization. Most of us are 
willing to shell out a few paltry 
dollars, but we stop short of that 
real sacrifice of self. I would 
like to ask you to pray for me, 
but I suppose your lone ejacula- 
tion as you tfead this will be, 
‘Bunk!’ I am leaving for the East 
Saturday next, so you may ad- 
dress your old pal, Bugs, at Os- 
sining, N. Y., and as he will be 
only a few miles south of you on 
the Hudson we may see each 
other occasionally.” 





It was early spring in the 
southern provinces of China. On 
one of the hillsides was a church 
strangely reminiscent of Cali- 
fornia and under its shady arcade, 
reading his breviary, walked an 
old priest clad in faded purple. 

A light step on the walk, and 
a deeply bowed figure murmur- 
ing “ Monsieur Il’eveque,” brought 
the priest to a standstill. 

Though he habitually spoke 
Chinese or French, it was not un- 
usual for the missioner to lapse, 
in moments of surprise, into his 
native American tongue. In 
answer to his “ Welcome, my 
child,” a Chinese lad arose. He 
was tired and travel-stained, but 
he smiled and soon made known 
the reason for his presence. 

“Your Lordship, I have come 
a long way to deliver this message 
to you. Three days ago an 
American soldier on furlough 
came to our village. He had been 


very ill and a fall he received on 
the boat makes travel, even in a 
chair, unwise for a time. 

“He asked at once for you, 
Monsieur Banks. And when I, 
who was serving him, told him 
that you were known throughout 
this region, and that even now 
you were probably starting out to 
visit your priests,he bade me come 
in all haste to beg you not to 
leave until he had seen you. He 
will come soon. His business is 
urgent.” 

The Bishop was perplexed and 
curious, but questioning brought 
no light as to whom this mysteri- 
ous personage might be. So he 
said, “ Tell him I will be here to 
welcome him, my son, and that 
we will pray for his rapid re- 
covery.” '; 

Then Francis Xavier, plenipo- 
tentiary of the Bishop’s humble 
home, led the messenger away to 
refreshment and a much needed 
rest before his return trip. 

A month later Monsieur Banks 
was resting in the shadow of that 
arcade so quaintly redolent of the 
California missions among which 
he had lived his boyhood and the 
spirit of whose idol, Junipero 
Serra, had sown in his heart the 
world-wide love of souls. He 
was justly proud of his little 
church, built from his own plans 
and in no small measure by his 
own hands. 

The “tender father,’ as the 
Bishop was fondly called by his 


Chinese flock on all sides, was 


himself lonely that day. Twenty 
years of ceaseless toil for souls 
had aged him before his time, and 
the fragrant flowers and the sing- 
ing birds and even his own 
church awakened poignant mem- 
ories of his beloved America and 
of the days gone by. The Ameri- 
can soldier had not come, and the 
missioner was hungry for the 
sight of some one from home. 
Young or old we are all chil- 
dren in God’s sight—and He 
loves to lift the shadows from 
our souls. And so, as the Bishop 
dreamed and suffered and prayed, 


his reverie was broken by the ap- 
proach of Chinese couriers, and a 
moment later by a_ thoroughly 
American greeting from the long 
expected guest, and a bundle of 
American mail, which, for the 
moment, was dropped into second 
place. 

“Colonel Adams sent me to tell 
you it’s about time you squared 
up on that dinner at Campi’s you 
robbed him of for your Chinks,” 
said the stranger mischievously. 

The Bishop was stunned for a 
moment, then the years rolled 
away as by magic, and his happy 
laughter rang over the silent hill- 
side. Here was somebody who 
knew his friend, Stacy Adams, 
and perhaps all the other “ boys.” 
Such joy to come to him! God 
was good! 

Then the stranger made himself 
and his errand known. 

“Colonel Adams is my father, 
you know. He’s stationed in the 
Philippines.” 

Of course Bishop Banks didn’t 
know, but he was soon to be en- 
lightened. 

“A week or so before I came 
to China, Dad received a letter 
from the States asking him to at- 
tend a jubilee of his Alma Mater, 
and as I was not feeling well he 
sent me off here to find you—and 
get you to go back with him. 
He'll meet us at Shanghai, and 
we are to go back on a U. S. 
Transport. Gee! but the Golden 
Gate looks good to me!” wound 
up Stacy Adams, Jr. 

The Bishop’s face had grown 
wistful. Home had seemed near, 
so very near, for a few moments, 
but to leave his flock for his own 
pleasure——why, no missioner 
would consider such a thought. 

“Tt is like Stacy to think only 
of the social side of things,” he 
said aloud. “But,” he added 
quickly, seeing the hurt, “it is 
like him, too, to remember me. 
The rest must have forgotten, for 
no invitation has come. But I 
cannot go, anyway. You will tell 
your father so—and ask him to 
write me every single thing that 
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happens, how each of the boys 
looks, and what everybody says.” 

Then, to lielp hide his feeling, 
he stooped for the American mail 
and looked over the packet. 

“Why, there’s your invitation 
from St. Vincent’s now,” ex- 
claimed Stacy, Jr., as he recog- 
nized the seal on a large envelope. 

“ And here’s one from the Sem- 
inary, too,” joyfully added the 
Bishop. ‘I must read them 
both—the others can wait.” 

With child-like delight he 
opened the letter from St. Vin- 
cent’s. It was good to be remem- 
bered! t 

“Your Lordships” it began. 
And then followed an invitation 
to the Diamond Jubilee of St. 
Vincent’s College. There was also 
a note: 

“Our Dearest Bugs: 

“(Pardon this familiarity in 
speaking to a Lord Bishop). To- 
night we are trying to drift back 
just for a while to our college 
days. Perhaps you remember that 
is is the Silver Jubilee of our grad- 
uation and the Diamond Jubilee of 
old St. Vincent’s College. Our 
class, tuat is, all save you and your 
old pal Stacy Adams, met this 
evening to decide upon our part 
in the coming celebration. I won- 
der if it would be possible for you 
to attend. If so, by all means 
don’t fail to let us know in ad- 
vance. I wonder what ever hap- 
pened to Stacy? I suppose you 
were about the last to hear from 
him. I believe he went to the 
Philippines. We addressed an in- 
vitation to him at the Presidio at 
San Francisco, as that was’ the 
last address of his we had, and 
sent it early so they would have 
time to forward it. 

“Poor Stacy! I wonder if he 
thinks any more of religion than 
he used to. And Foreign Mis- 
sions! ‘Bunk!’ I believe he used 
to say. Often, I think, he would 
have said more if you had not 
been his pal. If you were only 
here our reunion would be com- 
plete. But, my dear Bishop, I 
promise to let you know all the 


news of the jubilee as soon as 


possible. 
“T am as ever your sincere 
friend, Peter McFie. 


“P. S—You will find one of 
your Uncle Sammy’s Money Or- 
ders enclosed as a token from 
the Class of 717.” 

A sigh escaped the prematurely 
old figure in purple as he replaced 
the letter in its envelope. 
“Twenty-five years,” he mused. 
“How I should like to see them 
all! But—” 

Then came the Maryknoll com- 
munication. He guessed what it 
would contain and was not disap- 
pointed—an affectionate letter of 
appreciation and encouragement 
from his superior, and a draft. 
But there was something else, 
too—an official summons to at- 
tend an extraordinary General 
Chapter of the Society at Mary- 
knoll in June. 

When the young Stacy realized 
the import of the letter, in spite 
of his still convalescent condition 
he did a turn similar to an Indian 
war dance, with accompanying 
whoops which brought Francis 
Xavier to the spot, fearful for his 
master’s safety. 

That evening when the Bishop 
and his old friend’s son were 
talking over times familiar to 
both, the former asked, “ And 
what has made your father so 
anxious to get me back? I 
thought he had never forgiven 
me.” 

“Good lord, Bishop, I have 
forgotten to tell you that the 
American missioners in the Philip- 
pines are more influential with the 
natives than the military men and 
have helped Dad in many a tight 
place. He’s often spoken of the 
way he scorned the foreign mis- 
sion idea, and when the invitation 
reunion announcement reached 
him, he made up his mind to go 
back, with you if possible, to tell 
the ‘boys,’ among other things, 
that it isn’t ‘bunk’ for real Ameri- 
cans to work in fields afar for 
God and for Country!” 


The Knoller’s Chronicle. 











ST. JOSEPH’S EMERGING. 








T. JOSEPH’S is already occu- 

pied, although much remains to 
be done before it will look its 
best. We have worked at it 
slowly, on the pay-as-you-go plan, 
and in these high-cost days we 
have tried our best not to encour- 
age the tyranny of trusts. 





To Carpenters, Contractors, and 
others who use or supervise the 
use of squares, saws, hammers, 
and nails, and to all clients of St. 
Joseph, we whisper: 

St. Joseph’s will save us many 
thousands, but it will cost us about 
seven thousand, and we shall ap- 
preciate a lift in these days of 
exalted labor and inflated prices. 

We have thirty rooms to fur- 
nish, at fifty dollars each. Take 
your choice and name it after a 
saint, or a mystery, or in memory 
of some dear one for whom you 
would ask the occupant to pray. 

We have a _ recreation-room 
waiting for some soft-hearted 
benefactor with a hole in his 
pocket to walk across its yet 
rough floor. And we have a ma- 
chine-shop that is screaming for 
the right kind of saw. 

Then there is the terrace walk 
for the good old winter days, 
when air is cheap but walking 
space limited. The roof is a 
hold-up and we ourselves intend 
to pay for it if it does not settle 
for itself, but the doors and win- 
dows are open to anyone who has 
a few dollars to spare. 
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“Hands across the Sea” may not 
mean much to some people, but 
here at Maryknoll this sentence is 
getting to be a by-word. Scarcely 
a week passes that we do not greet 
or God-speed some over-ocean 
traveler. 

Occasionally at our board such 
travelers meet and greet each 
other. One day last June the bell 
rang while all at the Knoll were 
were busy eating, and a few min- 
utes later a tall priest with a short 
beard entered. 

He might have appeared on a 
stage as Cyrano de Bergerac or 
Don Quixote, but he announced 
himself an unknown Mill Hiller 
from New Zealand. 

We bade him welcome and 
presented him to a little man with 
a long beard, whose habitat had 
been successively in Borneo and 
the Philippines. It proved to be 
the meeting of two who had al- 
ready become acquainted in Eng- 
land. 





The next week we were priv- 
ileged to have as our guest the 
new bishop of Zamboanga, Philip- 
pine Islands, Rt. Rev. James P. 
McCloskey, whose interest in our 
young work has, from the be- 
ginning, been keen. 





Then there was a departure 
from Saint Teresa’s. The little 
Japanese guest, Miss Ria No- 
bechi, who had made her head- 
quarters with the Teresians for 
more than a year, and had talked 
of Japan and Maryknoll to 
audiences near and far, large and 
small, wept her little weep, bowed 
her dainty bow, and started for 
her island home. She was a real 
loss, because everyone at Mary- 
knoll had begun to look on her as 
a pet exhibit. 

So much for the little Japanese 
lady, who has left behind her in 
this country an impression that 
cannot fail to help the cause of 
foreign missions. 





The Sunday following Mary- 


knoll greeted three Chinese boys, 
Santiago and Gregorio Velasco 
and their guide, whose name we 
do not recall. The two brothers 
were truly fetching, not to say 
charming. They were young, 
bright, and observant, although al- 
most speechless,—perhaps for lack 
of an opportunity. 

Their guide was a typical Y. M. 
C. A. worker, a graduate of some 
American college, and evidently 
a professed lecturer on Social Up- 
lift, the Superiority of Us, the 
Nobility of Brotherhood, and 
kindred subjects. 

Everytime the little yellow man 
opened his lips we heard a speech, 
or at least some sentences that 
made us wonder who before us 
had listened to these same words. 

And that boy could speak Eng- 
lish, even if it did seem to come 
from a graphaphone. Santiago 
and Gregorio listened with re- 
spectful awe, aware of the 
fact that among the score or more 
of Americans who made up the 
audience one of theirown race was 
saying it all in the language which 
they had come overseas to learn. 

Santiago and Gregorio Velasco 
are an interesting pair. They be- 
long in Fo-Kien province (which 





does not mean much to you be- 
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cause you don’t know that section 
of China any too well, do you?) 
and are the sons of a well-to-do 
Catholic. They were fortunate 
enough, when coming to this coun- 
try, to fall into the company of 
Ex-Governor David I. Walsh of 
Massachusetts, who directed their 
footsteps to Notre Dame Uni- 
versity, Indiana, where they 
spent the scholastic year 1916-17. 

When they left Maryknoll it 
was their intention to find a 
Catholic Summer camp and we 
hope that they were successful. 
It was good to remark in these 
two boys the signs of faith that 
showed itself in many little ways 
and made all at Maryknoll hope 
to see them here again. 





So much for overseas visitors. 
Of overland travelers there have 
been not a few. Some one here 
said that two hundred came and 
went in the first week of July, but 
this was a dream. 

The record day, however, was 
the quite “ Fourth,” when Mon- 
signor Dunn with his assistants, 
Fr. Boehles and Fr. Tracy, all of 
New York, and Fr. Glavin of 
Albany, came at the head of their 
respective and respectable office 
staffs. 
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That same day the scholastics 
of Graymoor tried out their new 
bus and reached Maryknoll safely: 
and just as the dust was being 
specked off the refectory wall to 
make room for everybody along 
came three broad-shouldered rep- 
resentatives from Clark’s Green, 
Pa. 

There was nothing to do but 
push in, water the soup, and kill 
another rooster. 

The day was a success and en- 
joyable to all except Collie. 

There is only one dog at St. 
Teresa’s and Collie is it. Now, 
unhappily for Collie, Monsignor 
Dunn always insists on ‘bringing 
with him a dog named Jack. 

Collie’s coat is of a tan color byt 
he has a yellow heart—and the 
gentle sex abhors fighting. So 
Collie was put to bed for the day, 
fed like a prisoner, and treated— 
like a dog, while Jack received 
princely honor. : 

When Jack’s bark was no longer 
audible Collie was released—but 
no smile of thanks lit up his coun- 
tenance that evening and he re- 
mained silent until the pin-wheels 
began to flare. 





We had almost forgotten to say 
that we celebrated our sixth 
Foundation Day on the Feast of 
Sts. Peter and Paul. 

It was a home day and a 
homely one. The chicks all came 
home to roost—all save,two who 
were too busy in the West—and 
everybody seemed happy, even the 
billpayer. 

There was a great Mass in the 
morning, with a discourse. 

Some more useless roosters were 
killed for the feast, and the gar- 
den disgorged its best. The menu 
was a masterpiece. Here are a 
few samples: 

Soup—Aqua Tiberina cum pomis 

Swahili. 

Entree—Emerald Cough Drops. 
Salad—Just Leaves. 
Meat—The Roosters. 
Dessert—Stoma Cake. 

A swim in the Hudson broke up 
the afternoon for the walkers; 


and Benediction, followed by the 
Te Deum, closed the occasion. 





Keeping house for a growing 
family is no joke, as some of our 
readers know; and adjusting a 
bank+balance to ever-increasing 
needs is another smile-suppres- 
sor, as more of our readers will 
admit. 

What are we getting at? Well, 
it’s just this—the Teresians have 
struck. They need a new laundry. 
The present one is “ too cramped, 
Father,” “impossible, Father,” 
‘inadequate, Father,” and so forth 
and so forth—in a word, out- 
grown—a condition by no means 
unusual here. 

The treasurer listened in si- 
lence, determined not to, yield, and 
he scored his victory by a couple 
of decisive arguments,—which la- 
ter, when he got to thinking, im- 
pressed him as weak and touched 
his heart with pity for the Mar- 
thas who had yielded so easily. 

It has been decided, therefore, 
to erect now, on a permanent 
basis, the laundry building which 
will later serve the new Seminary, 
and to equip this laundry for 
present need$ with the future in 
view. 

No more timely gift could: come 
to Maryknoll than this laundry. 
Its purpose will be humble but 
it will be a house of prayer—a 
familiar motto here is Laborare 
est orare (To labor is to pray). 

The building will be about fifty 
feet by twenty-five, and of stone 
taken from the Maryknoll fields. 
A few thousand dollars will be 
needed. If some one is inclined to 
erect this building as a memorial 
we will inscribe on its interior wall 
a request for prayers and this re- 
quest, we are certain, will be 
heeded for long years to come. 





An LL.D. recently came from 
Manhattan College to the Rev. 
Thomas P. Phelan of Brewster, 
New York; and students at Mary- 
knoll rejoiced, because Dr. Phelan 
is their much-esteemed Professor 
of Church History. 





HE Vénard 

weather-man 
had _ prophesied 
a shower for 
Saturday, June 
23d, and the 
weather - man 
was right. It 
did rain,—mite- 
boxes, and later 
on some water. Happiness and 
good-feeling “reigned” also. 
Everyone present seemed brim- 
ming over with joy and interest. 
And as for bashful young Johnny 
Vénard, he did not know what to 
make of the unusual throng of big 
brothers and sisters. 

We had suspected that most of 
our friends would be of the “ criti- 
cal” sex, which, like the owl, sees 
where others see not, and there- 
fore we had been busy during the 
previous weeks sweeping every 
nook and cranny, and dusting 
away the cob-webs which had 
accumulated since our last Shower 
in September! 

The entertainment committee 
was busy all the afternoon. There 
were addresses by the Superior 
of Maryknoll and the Vénard Di- 
rector; the youngsters furnished 
a few songs, including “ The Star- 
spangled Banner,” “ Maryknoll ” 
and “ Vénard;” while the new 
Victrola, a gift from Olyphant, 
was kept so busy that it ran out of 
needles and had to use pins. Of 
course there was a choice morsel 
also for every palate. 

The evening was brought to 
a fitting close by Benediction of 
the Blessed Sacrament. After all, 
the generosity of our friends was 
for Him and His cause, and would 
He not wish to bless them! 

The Second Vénard Shower 
was a satisfying experience. We 
wish to thank most especially the 
kind ladies of the Vénard Circles, 
to whose time and attention this 
success is due. We are grateful 
to God for such friends. 

















Does it not speak well for the Vén- 
ard that those who went away for the 
summer have manifested signs of 
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homesickness? Nearly every letter 
received contains sighs like these: “It 
is just as well you are staying at the 
School for the summer—I often wish 
I were there;” “It will be pretty hard 
for me if I have to stay here until 
September ;” “I am having a fine time 
here at the seashore but still I wish I 
were back.” 


Vacation at the Vénard has its ad- 
vantages. True, stooping to pick ber- 
ries in June was not always easy, nor 
the drudgery of preparing and putting 
them up for the winter altogether de- 
lightful; but then, who of those who 
went home incurred as we did the 
danger of strawberry rash from feast- 
ing on this delicious fruit fresh from 
the farm? } 

Then there was the protracted visit 
ot Fr. Verbrugge, Mill Hill missioner, 
who entertained us with anecdotes of 
his twenty-five years of mission expe- 
rience. We had also the pleasure of 
a visit from Brother Thomas, whom 


we regard as our own, since it was. 


he who won so many new friends for 
us in this territory. 


There are, all told, about fifteen boys 
at the Vénard for the summer. This 
enables us to keep going as a small 
community, enjoying all the advan- 
tages of regularity and discipline. 

The mornings are given over to study 
and classes, for that is the time when 
the mind is fresh and learns most 
easily. The afternoons are spent on 
the farm, weeding, cultivating, and 
harvesting the crops. We have planted 
more than usual this year on account 
of the war and so it is necessary to 
spend a great deal of time and energy 
to keep the fields and gardens in good 
condition. The work in the open has 
proved very beneficial to the boys. 
Their doctor and medicine bills are less 
and they are receiving valuable train- 
ing in the rough and ready sort of life 
they may be called upon to lead when 
they reach their missions in the Far 
East. 


We expect more applications for en- 
trance to the Vénard than we shall be 
able to take care of in September. 


Figures on a substantial chapel 
at the Vénard climbed too high to 
provide a fire-proof structure and 
the chapel must fit in, perhaps 
more wisely, to the timber con- 
struction common to the re- 
mainder of the building. 

The chapel is now started and 
will, it is hoped, be finished early 
in the fall. 


Big Brothers and Sisters. 


ITH an offer- 
ing which is 
the result of sav- 
ing tinfoil in a 
primary school 
comes the chil- 
dren’s order for 
Chinese babies. 
Wewant five boys 
and five girls, and 
one boymustbe red- 
headed and freckle- 
faced, and all the 
girls must have light 
curly hair and blue 
eyes,—if the custo- 
mers aretobe suited. 








To M.J.C.: 


If we try to turn that watch story 
of yours into humor you might not 


like it. Besides, when we try to be 
funny it is a serious matter. 


Daughters of Isabella in High- 
land Falls, New York, have sent 
mite-box gatherings. The amount 
was not large, but the idea is big. 


The lesson of sacrifice cannot be 
learned too early in life, and the 
following lines from a poor child 
in West Virginia are worth more 
than a passing notice: 

Father, I am sure the little Indian 
and Chinese maidens play with dolls. 
I have a couple that I am going to 
send you for them, clothes and all. 
There is one doll I call my “ Campbell 
Soup Kid.” I just hate to part with 
her, but I’ll make a sacrifice once in 
my life and send her to you. Her 
name just suits her and I certainly do 
love her. 


I opened 
the old 
mite - box 


Please send 
me a new 
one. When 
visitors 
cometo see 
poor sick 
me I tell 
them of 
Maryknoll 
and its 
‘““mitey”’ 
nice box. 
—Annie C. 





BIG 


BRUDDER. 


s 





The CATHOLIC SOLDIER and SAILOR 
needs your help 


Send it through 
Tbe Chaplains’ Hid Association 


which supplies prayer books and doctrine 

articles to our Catholic men in Army and 

Navy. 

Address: 580 FIFTH AVENUE 
New York City 

Honorary President-- 

His Eminence JOHN CARDINAL FARLEY 
President-- 

JOHN J. BURKE, C.S. P. 

















The daily mail brings frequent 
additions to our lists of Sisters 
and Convents Interested. Here 
are a few indications: 

The Sister who has charge of our 
Sodality, knowing my interest in for- 
eign missions, gave me three numbers 
of your Fretp Arar at our last meet- 
ing. I read them all that evening, and 
am hastening to send.a dollar for a 
year’s subscription. (Orange, N. J.) 


Last Saturday I called upon a sick 
girl. Her married sister, who is very 
wealthy, was attending a Vénard meet- 
ing of some kind. 

“You know,” the sick girl said, “it 
is only lately that we have begun to 
hear about Foreign Missions. Now 
that our zeal is aroused I believe we 
will do our part.” (Pittston, Pa.) 


The work of the Catholic Foreign 
Missions is progressing slowly but 
surely in this corner of the world. 
After further circulation of your very 
ititeresting Fretp Arar the tiny seed 
will surely show a more rapid develop- 


ment. 
You will find a small sum of 
“mighty mites” enclosed. I have in- 


troduced the mite-boxes into but a few 
classes as yet. Pupils filled a card for 
Our Lady of the Sacred Heart Burse 
and would like it mentioned in THE 
Fretp Arar in the hope of getting 
other little girls interested in helping 
them to complete the Burse. Their 
names are Florence Condon and Kitty 
Foley. (Halifax, N. S.) 


Dear REVEREND FATHER: 

I wish to thank you in the name of 
our Society for your kind acknowledg- 
ment of our little gift. 

We are enclosing another dollar for 
two hundred more feet of Vénard 
land. Will you please send us a mite- 
box? We wish to help your work and 
so get God’s blessing on our studies. 

Since our last letter we had very 
interesting talks from Fr. Price and 
Miss Nobechi. (Buffalo, N. Y.) 
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souls of: 
Richard Vallendar Sarah J. Howard 
Elizabeth Burns John Adamson 
Mary Mulvey Michael O’Neil 
Mrs. A. Meick Bernard Cummings 
Katherine Hogan Elizabeth Gallagher 
Jan Platek James Smith 
Ellen Spain John Croft 
Mary Bohlinger James Kelley 
Mary Zambreno John Murphy 
Hugh Fagen Mrs. A. Gildea 
Mrs. Drouin Mr. Brosnan 


Y OUR prayers, please, for the 


RECEIVED AT MARYKNOLL. 

Altar linens; thread; books; cloth- 
ing; maple syrup; camera and sup- 
plies; surplices; watch; household 
linen; fruit jars; cancelled stamps, 
tinfoil, etc, from Calif. _Conn., 
Macs. Me. N. j.,, N. YY. BD: G; 
old gold, jewelry, etc., from Conn., 
Mass., Me., Md., Pa. 


FROM YOUR STATE AND OTHERS. 


STATE GIFT NEW 
SUBSCRIBERS 
California $38.40 5 
Colorado I 
Connecticut 151.40 110 
Delaware 2 
District of Columbia 18.00 6 
Florida I 
Georgia I 
Idaho 17 
Illinois 542.72 I4I 
Indiana 1.00 7 
Iowa 9.00 3 
Kansas 14.00 
Kentucky 24.40 
Louisiana 1.00 I 
Maine 17.50 
Maryland 15.90 6 
Massachusetts 4,227.53 46 
Michigan 225.85 900 
Minnesota 285.75 
Missouri 202.00 222 
New Hampshire 37.95 2 
New Jersey 64.85 37 
New York 2,902.70 356 
Nebraska 6.30 
Ohio 135.60 7 
Oregon 25.00 I 
Pennsylvania 6,434.74 
Rhode Island 248.22 10 
South Dakota 5.00 
Texas 17.30 
Virginia 2 
West Virginia 1.00 
Wisconsin 17.14 I 
Vermont 5.00 4 
FROM BEYOND THE BORDERS. 
Canada $3.60 4 
England 5.00 I 


MARYKNOLL LAND. 


Total area at Maryknoll, 4,450,000 ft. 
Sold up to August I, 1917, 2,672,631 “ 
For sale at 1 cent a foot, 1,777,369 “ 
SEND FOR A LAND-SLIP 


NEW PERPETUAL ae. 
“* % Mrs.cE.. Va Mi; NicB: &. 

os. 2 H.; Mrs. J. M. P.; Wie yc ee 

P. Dos yo HL; Je Aeckesd A. McK. 
Deceased: Holy Souls. 


RECEIVED AT THE VENARD. 
Victrola and records; nails; flow- 
ers; candy, cake, coffee; horse. 


VENARD LAND. 


Total area at The Vénard, 6,000,000 ft. 
Sold up to August I, 1917, 1,051,344 “ 
For sale at 42 cent a foot, 4,948,656 “ 


Land for the Vénard School is sell- 
ing at the rate of two feet for one 
cent—dirt cheap. You buy the land 
and the School keeps it for you. 
Send a dollar and experience the 
= of ownership that is worth 
while. 


Post Scripted. 
W E learn that the Catholic Press 
Day (an excellent idea) at 
Our Lady of Grace Vocational 
School in Manchester, N. H., was 
a great success. 


Through the kindness of an- 
other benefactor—as usual, the 
stranger—we have secured a sub- 
stantial gift for the new chapel at 
St. Joseph’s,—the coming “dream” 
of the Maryknoll Compound.* 





A _ recently-ordained priest 
writes: 

Last week I received an ordination 
gift of $50 from “an unknown friend.” 
I thought the best thanksgiving I could 
make would be to send a tithe to 
Maryknoll. Here it is. 


The north winds brought some 
welcome guests to Maryknoll in 
July. They were two priests 
from Dubuque College, Rev. Ed- 
ward J. Howard and Rev. James 
B. Craney, and, a little later, Rev. 
James A. Byrnes, Ph.D., from the 
Seminary in St. Paul, Minn. 
Later still came two others from 
St. Paul, Rev. James Byrne, the 
Vicar-General, and Rev. William 
Busch, a Seminary Professor. 





*A Compound is not necessarily an 
article in a cut-rate drug-store. The 
word, as used in mission language, refers 
to the group of buildings that form the 
mission headquarters. 


STUDENT BURSE PROGRESS. 


A burse or Foundation is a sum of money, the 
interest of which will support and educate, contin- 
uously, one of our students for the priesthood. 


MARYKNOLL BURSES (Complete). 


Cardinal Farley Burse.......... $5,000. 
Sacred Heart Memorial Burse.... 5,000. 
John L. Boland Burse........... 6,000. 
Blessed Sacrament Burse........ 5,000. 
St. Willibrord Burse............ 5,000. 
Providence Diocese Burse....... 5,000 
Fr. Elias Younan Burse......... ,000 


ae Queen of Apostles, Burse. 5,000. 
QO. L. of Miraculous Medal Burse 5,000. 
Our Lady of Perpetual Help Burse 5,000. 


Holy Trinity Burse......cecceees 5,000. 
FOUGI~ DB. -BURS6 iss 6:50.6 0 00000 — 
Bishop Doran Memorial Burse. 5,000. 


MARYKNOLL BURSES ‘ieee 
Abp. John J. Williams Burse. .*$5,278.21 
Cheverus Centennial School 


RPM Tes cent oye a2 gh avac 0. ort *3,.177.12 
All Souls BGEIO x5 6<.55c ie cana 3,176.34 
St SOLED BUTEC. 6 6.5. iscesie seis 2,454.40 
SC TCG GUN s.§. 506166 165014.60 0.00 72,049.50 
O. L. of Mt. Carmel Burse..... 2,009.12 
Holy: Ghost Bure... 0 sccecce cs 1,778.19 
Sh Patrick BEPC so. 6.6 cceicccecie 1,605.87 
CUve- OF Are BUTE v6 6.6.6 o:066 T1,401.23 
Holy Child Jesus Burse........ 1,173-79 
St. Anthony Burse........0.0 1,096.10 
PGMS 2. MESE oo. eosin.e: «60s 60:04:08 1,043.00 
Precious Biood Burse......... 1,031.10 
Blessed Eucharist Burse....... 1,000.00 
Fr. Chapon Memorial Burse.... 988.37 
St. Dominic Burse............ 976.57 
Si:. Columba Burse. os iccese 915.90 
O. L. of the Sacred Heart Burse 848.26 
St ARNG DUNEG so cc cvcsccKceee 642.00 
St. Francis of Assisi Burse.... 362.60 
St. Stephen Burse.<..<.0secss 346.00 
Susan Emery Memorial Burse.. 302.20 
Hely Family Burse............ 250.00 
St. Francis Xavier Burse...... 226.51 
St. Lawrence Burse........... 222.75 
St. John the Baptist Burse..... 222.50 
O. L. of Mercy Barse...<.060. 160.54 
St. Bontface Buree.s «..s..05.05:0% 150.40 
Our Lady of Lourdes Burse... 150.00 
SE) Agnes BOI 6.50.5 siete ces ave 144.25 
Sh esta UUSO ees aoc wes ee eicceae 166.25 
Fr. Chaminade Memorial Burse_ 117.08 
Children of Mary Burse....... 100.00 
THE VENARD BURSES (Incomplete). 
Little Flower Burse........... $2,031.49 
Bi. Théophane Vénard Burse... 1,261.00 
GC. “NG Pes woe cis scte tele 550.00 
Bi. Sacrament Burse.......... 532.50 


Any burse or share in a burse may be 
donated in memory of the deceased. 


A new burse cannot be listed until 
it has reached one hundred dollars. 


SPECIAL FUNDS. 


Abp. Williams Catechist Fund. .$9,500.00 
Fcreign Mission Educational 


WEIR: svi cyeie.a e ciaeree @deieiw oe aie 5,000.00 
Vénard Student Fund......... 1,371.91 
Anonymous Catechist Fund.... 600.00 
Bivaad. BaAG eo. osc ccc cuccicces 303.47 


~~ a of Perpetual Help 


*On hand but not operative. _ 
7$1,000 on hand but not operative. 
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HE Circle idea is evidently 
catching in Pawtucket, Rhode 


Island. Here is the proof: 

I am enclosing our first fruits from 
the Maria Circle of St. Joseph’s Par- 
ish, Pawtucket. ; 

We organized last May, with ten 
active members and about fifteen “si- 
lent” members, that is, relatives and 
friends of active members. These 
“silent” or associate members pay 
five cents weekly and agree to sub- 
scribe to any undertaking which the 
Circle may decide upon. 


Our meetings are held on Mondays 
of each week. The time is spent in 
collecting the offerings, discussing 
ways and means of adding to our 
treasury, and reading the interesting 
papers received from the Circle Direc- 
tor. Our pastor and all the curates 
have visited us and expressed their 
hearty approval of the work. With 
their co-operation we hope to accom- 
plish something substantial during the 
fall and winter. Of course in the 
relaxation of the summer _ season 
things come to more or less of a stand- 
still as far as social affairs are con- 
cerned. 


Of the $20 enclosed, $7.80 was real- 
ized on a handsome rag rug made by 
an old lady who is interested. The 
balance is made up of Circle dues. We 
wish the modest total were doubled a 
hundred times. . 

We have on hand a quantity of 
stamps, tinfoil, and old rubbers. We 
shall dispose of these here and send 
you the proceeds. 


Now we want to thank you for the 
interesting letter received a few days 
ago. Anything pertaining to life at 
the Knoll is of greatest interest to us. 
We enjoyed every line immensely and 
listened with eagerness to the reference 
to Fr. Walsh’s coming trip to the 
“Flowery Kingdom” and its bearing 
on Maryknoll’s future work. How 
very wonderful and beautiful will be 
those years ahead, which, with God’s 
grace, are to be lived for Him and in 
His service, drawing souls into the 
sunshine of His love. 











Keep a Maryknoll Mite-Box in 
sight. Place it, if you will, near 
other silent beggars and let it 
run its chance. The Maryknoll 
Mite-Box believes in pushing 
over and making room. 








One of the principal reasons why 
more people do not consecrate them- 
selves to the apostolate is the lack of 
reflection, on the part of the clergy of 
Catholic countries, on the deplorable 
condition of those nations which have 
not yet received the sacred truths of 
our holy religion. Many priests, born 
and educated in the Faith, are not ina 
position to experience the agony and 
the grief one feels who witnesses the 
spiritual massacre which is the inevit- 
able result of ignorance of the Faith. 
If they knew and appreciated the gift 
of being born amid the abundance of 
God’s spiritual riches, of being able to 
sit daily at His Eucharistic Banquet, 
of visiting at will the house of the 
Lord, of always having at hand the 
divine remedies that cure the infirmi- 
ties of soul, while so many poor peo- 
ple are deprived of these blessings, 
they would be filled with greater zeal, 
and they would be content not only to 
compassionate from a distance the 
miseries of others, but to put their 
own hands to the plow, ever mindful 
of that command of Christ, “ Going 
therefore, teach ye all nations.” 
(From Fr. Mazzuchelli, an old Mi- 
lanese missioner, who labored success- 
fully among our North American In- 
dians.) 


THE MARIA CIRCLES. 


May we remind our members of 
the origin of our Circle seal? The 
word “ Maria” as it appears here is a 
copy of the cut on the reverse side 
of the metal case containing Mary- 
knoll’s relic of the True Cross. 


Each Maria Circle acts indepen- 
dently, yet, being connected through 





Bernadette of Lourdes 


The only complete account of her 
life ever published. 


Translated by J. H. Gregory. 
Price— One Dollar, Postpaid 


Special rates for quantities to the 
Reverend Clergy and all Religious. 








For sale at Maryknoll. 











the general secretary, all have the ad- 
vantage of exchange of suggestions 
The Maria Circles are designed to be 
a system whereby interest is assembled 
and energy conserved. 


The two features which have done 
most to bring the Maria Circles into 
general favor are their provisions that 
the Circles shall have no officer ex- 
cept a secretary and that there shall 
be no discussion of persons or of per- 
sonal affairs at meetings. These re- 
quirements eliminate ambition and per- 
sonal interest, and bring to the Circle 
meetings a spirit of recollection which 
prepares the way for effective work. 


One of Pittsburgh’s Maria Circles 
is planning a vacation worth mention- 
ing. This circle consists of twelve 
young business women, who have 
throughout the year forwarded very 
generous amounts monthly to the mis- 
sions. As a special offering they have 
now secured the donation of the price 
ot a chapel; and to procure the fur- 
nishings of this chapel these young 
women have sacrificed their vacation 
trips, and will take vacation rest in 
their home town. They are fun-loving 
girls and we predict that they will 
thoroughly enjoy themselves. What 
happiness it will be for them through- 
out the coming year to know that by 
their efforts a new tabernacle has been 
erected for the Most High. 
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The Missionary 


AS SPOKESMAN OF 


‘The Catholic Missionary Union 


AIMS AT 


Converting America 


‘To the One True Church of Christ 
Your subscription to The Missionary will help 


—to make possible the giving of non-Catholic lectures, and the distribution of Catholic 
literature in those regions of the country where Catholics are few and where prejudice 
is rife. 

—to make many a poor missionary bless you and yours for rendering possible his works 

















































































































of zeal and providing him with the necessaries of life. 
—to maintain the Apostolic Mission House where priests are trained to give missions to 
your non-Catholic neighbors. 
—to keep you and your household in touch with the work of conversion which is going on 
in America, arfd imbued with that missionary spirit which will bless a hundredfold every 
home into which it is infused. 
Will you do your part? 
Subscription price, $2.00 a year. Club-rate with The Field Afar, $2.25. 
A beautiful premium will be sent on receipt of subscription. 
; ADDRESS 
A ee 
The Missionary 
; THE APOSTOLIC MISSION HOUSE 
Brookland Post Office Washington, D. C. 
| Now, ladies and I Short Catechism of Church History tcc raneg coh ante ig be one 
lgentl ! Th By RT. REV. MsGr. J. H. OECHTERING, V.G. = 
a ene es It contains two mondial qucetions with clear, brief THE PAULIST PRESS 
Rural Puke osie ie : Eas 
jcarry is not to *« seo Pb 10 THE FIELD AFAR will benefit the The Paulist Fathers’ Publishing House 
torture but to C. F..M.S. 120-122 West 6oth Street New York 
|please you. Re- 
owe - - CATHOLIC MISSIONS Boston’s New Catholic Bookstore 
(Bagels cael oar A monthly Magazine devoted to and Church Goods House 
oe imag a. Home and Foreign Missions. EVERYTHING FOR THE 
Subscribers. We Beautifully illustrated. 
have already Prcaaaeia Baan, tesla $1.25 a Year. ee conni 
imore than 35,000. 343 Lexington Ave. New York City (9th tienes Snes Moiann Pdebine, 778 Oxford 
\Come up! Send for a FREE Sample Copy 
FALL RIVER PATRONS— 
wee ; . IMMACULATA BRAND RITUAL BRAND TAKE NOTICE 
OUR SUNDAY VISITOR 100 per cent purée Beeswax 60 per cent pure Beeswax Mrs. Margaret Lowe ; 
Do You Receive It? Made Exclusively By Shoe Regaine Sens Machinery 
Best Materia 
The most popular, the cheapest, Edward J. Knapp Candle Co. pubes Seles =: Sania 
the most widely circulated Catho- (A Catholic Firm) 363 So. Mein St., Fall River, Mass 
lic weekly in the world. | Syracuse, N. Y. : — : : 
Besides getting a real, live paper 
52 times for 50 cts., you enable its THE W. J. FEELEY CO. 
publishers to help Maryknoll to P. H. HORAN Ecclesiastical Art Metal Workers 
the extent of at least $1,000 a year. Inventor, Patentee,and Manufacturer GOLD, pred STs BRASS 
Address: Huntington, Indiana. : ‘ : bara 
: Altar-Bread Baking wan and Cutters 69 South Angell Street, Providence, R. I. 
+ Factory—634 Harrison Ave. 10 East Fiftieth St., New York City 
THE SHEPHERD OF MY SOUL Boston, Mass. Opposite St. Patrick’s Cathedral 
By Rev. Charles J. — O°... a of | 
Theology at the Foreign Missi Seminary, Mary- Fa 
——- THOS. J. FLYNN & CO. Washington Press 
ILLUSTRATIONS FOR’ SER- WHOLESALE AND RETAIL g 
MONS AND INSTRUCTIONS Catholic Church Goods , JOHN D. O’CONNOR 
Definitions, Word-Pictures, Exemplifications, Quo- and Religious Articles PRINTING 
tations a a reg - = Tt The latest Catholic publications on hand. ™ 
tri a ractice. ite y Rev. arles J. 
Ete Barats’ *| |, semect essen at. oeron, | | 242 DOVER STREET | | 
Maryknoll, Ossining P. O., N. Y. all publications of the C.F.M.S. of America. Boston, Mass. 

















N MiDpD-STREAM. 


Fr. Jarreau, of Canton, China, 
holds +p everything and everybody 
when The Field Afar arrives. 


At the Sign of the Sale Table. 


PUBLISHED AT MARYKNOLL 

The Field Afar (including mem- 

bership in the C. F. M. S.)...$1.00 
A Modern Martyr (Life of BI. 

Theophane Vénard) .60 
Stories from The Field Afar.... .60 
Field Afar Tales J 
An American Missionary (Fr. 

Judge, S.J., in Alaska) 
Life of Just de Breteniéres 
Théophane Vénard (in French) 
Pierre Chanel (in French) 
Bernadette of Lourdes 


OUTSIDE PUBLICATIONS 
Our Lord’s Last Will 
The Workers are Few 
The Church in Many Lands.... 
With Christ in China 


Prayer Prints 100 for $ .25 

Post-Cards of Maryknoll and the 
Missions 50 

Maryknoll Sealing Stamps 12 for .10 


The Maryknoll Pin 


Statue of Bl. Theophane Vénard 
(in old ivory or bronze) 


The Field Afar Office, 
: : Ossining, N. Y. 


Address: 
Maryknoll 





Make every member of the family 
one of our Associates. Fifty cents 
for each will do this. 


The Field Afar 


A Globe 


Trotter. 


Tue Fievtp Arar is excellent.—Bishop Casartelli, Salford, England. 


It is certainly a well-edited paper. 


Do not fail to exchange with us.—Rev. 


Paulo Manna, M.Ap., Editor of “ Le Missioni Cattoliche,” Milan, Italy. 


It fell into my hands by mere chance, but I consider it a gift of Divine 
Providence.—Sister Angelique, Amsterdam, Holland. 


I am most interested in THE FIELp 


AFAR, 


Our dear Japan will doubtless 


profit by the interest Catholics of America are taking in the missions.—Rev. C. 


Jacquet, Sendai, Japan. 


May your beautiful work as shown in THE FiELp Arar grow ever more pros- 


perous.—Kev. 


I have derived great pleasure from reading it. 


A. M. Clauscr, Yule isiand, Papua, Oceania. 


I wish the dear little paper 


a Jong life of useful work.—Bishop Gramigna, Allahabad, India, 


May Tue Fierp Arar be largely instrumental in culti\ati:g the missionary 
field, far and wide, to the greater glory of God and as a tas’.ng honor to the 
Catholics of America—A. Hopfgartner, Sibu, Borneo. 

It manifests a completely new spirit and is an object-lesson for the whole 
English-speaking world. God knows it was badly wanting.—Rev. H. Browne, S.J., 


University College, Dublin, Ireland. 


It is most admirably conducted; the material and form are equally admirable. 
It has a variety and life which our old countries in Europe have not yet known 


how to catch.—Bishop Mutel, Seoul, Korea. 


It is destined to promote a great and noble purpose, the work of building up 


Christ in souls. 


The work to be performed here is immense and only awaits mis- 


sionary laborers and assistance, spiritual and temporal, from those to whom the 


Faith has been preached for centuries. 


Tue Fietp Arar deserves every encour- 


agement and I shall recommend it to all our Catholics—M. Kennelly, S.J., Shang- 


hai, China. 


IN NEW YORK City 
On Riverside Drive 
Overlooking the Hudson 
At One Hundred and Fortieth Street 
Academy of the Holy Child 
A SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Conducted by Sisters of the Holy Child 
Jesus 
Resident and day pupils accepted 

Four years’ academic course, prepara- 
tory for College. 

The New York Regents’ Diploma is 
given at the end of the course. 

Boys under twelve years of age re- 
ceived as day-scholars only. For par- 


ticulars apply to the 
MOTHER SUPERIOR. 


SACRED HEART ACADEMY 
WATERTOWN, MASS. 
Conducted by the Dominican Sisters. 
Affiliated with the Catholic University 
of America. 


An ideal Boarding and Day School for Girls. Col- 
lege and Normal Preparatory Courses. Commercial 
and Grammar Departments, Music, Art, Elocution, etc., 
in charge of Specialists. Excellent Location. Charming 
environment. 


The School for Your Daughter 


An index-finger pointing at this 
paragraph is the signal that your sub- 
scription has now expired. We hope 
that you will renew at your earliest 
convenience. If you cannot see your 
way to continue on our list please 
notify us immediately. Perhaps you 
can take advantage of our offer— 

Subscription for Six Years 
+ FIVE DOLLARS » 








This is our legal title. It will be 
appropriate in any Catholic’s will. 


How to Execute Dour Own Will. 

Our Society,incorporated under 
the laws of New York State, will 
accept gifts, large or small, in 
money, stocks, or bonds, agreeing 
to pay to the donor for life a rea- 
sonable income from the same. 
Persons of comparatively small 
means will by this arrangement 
probably obtain a better income 
than at present, while avoiding 
the risks and waste of a will con- 
test. At the same time they will 
be furthering the cause of foreign 
missions. 

We invite correspondence on 
this subject and will gladly send 
further details, 























